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whole hill was astir. From where I was, the swarming intruders upon
the peace of that hill looked like sheep, seen from a distant height,
crowding along the fence that encloses them, or huddling in corners.
From the river, half-way between our house and the middle hill
top, two frigates, shrouded in white smoke, had begun an incessant
slow banging. So close were hills and ships that I could see the cannon
balls moving in rapid arcs against the pale lower sky, and flicking
spurts of earth from the green pastures around the new earthworks.
Below me, on Sudbury Street, men ran and shouted ; and as if
by magic the housetops between ours and the river bristled with
humans, as if the whole town were sprouting in the moist warmth
of a June morning.
I was hastily pulling on my clothes when Buell came in, fully
dressed, crossed to the window, spat enormously from it, and leaned
far out to follow the course of his expectoration. When he drew back
his head, he looked pleased. " Well, Oliver," he said, " you better
get your father up to this window. Unless I mfss my guess, those
fellers over on that hill have bit off more than they can chew."
For the first time since I had met him he seemed completely
happy, and as he went to the door he gave my shoulder a friendly
squeeze. " This'll be a great day for us, Oliver," he said ; " a great
day ! Get your father up here as soon as you can, and I'll be back in
an hour or two with all the news. We better get ourselves ready to
drink a few toasts and do a little singing, because this ought to be
the end of all our troubles." He bolted from the room and down
the stairs,
" Here," I shouted after him, " you'll miss it yourself, won't you ? "
" Not me ! " he bawled from below. " It takes time to get soldiers
across that river, and there's a mess of things we ought to have if
we're going to make a day of it."
The street door slammed behind him, and I went to my father's
room. His wig, freshly powdered, lay on the pillow beside hirp.; and
his best watered-silk coat and breeches were being examined by
Andrew for spots.
I looked doubtfully at my father. cc Are you sure you're equal to
this ? ** I asked. " If you're coming to my room to watch, I can move
my bed right over beside the windows, and you can lie there and
see everything."
My father looked non-committal. "Andrew says the rebels forti-
fied Breed's Hill, and aren't to be allowed to stay there. As a rule,
battles are decided by luck, my boy ; so I think I'd feel a little better
if I were dressed."
What he said mystified me, because I was sure battles were decided
by generalship : not luck. However, I made no comment, and since